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familiarity with the language was faced with a hard
problem in obtaining any kind of aviation work, not
to mention the design and construction of a plane.
Upon my return to New York early in 1920, I made
several more attempts to re-enter work in aviation, but
without success-
Several months went by, and my modest <4 reserve
capital" was gradually melting away.    I had already
checked out from a comfortable hotel, and had rented
a small two-room apartment on West  i37th Street.
While I continued to tiy to locate an aviation job, it
appeared more and more clear that very soon it would
be necessary to look for any kind of work.   This was
a difficult problem.   Since I had been nineteen years
old, I had always worked in aviation and every other
field was unfamiliar.   By the fall of 1920,1 changed my
apartment for a single furnished room at six dollars a
week.   In order to stretch the remaining few hundred
dollars, I started a budget which allowed eighty cents a
day for all meals. Lunch and dinner usually consisted of
a cup of coffee, rolls and a plate of Boston baked beans.
While eggs and meat were excluded as being too expen-
sive, yet with the coffee and beans nicely served in any
of the multitude of modest restaurants in New York, I
felt fine*
Late in the fall a friend of mine told me of an
opportunity to give lessons in mathematics in a private
school, The Russian Collegiate Institute, to Russian
immigrants, mostly workmen of the East Side in down-
town New York* I replied that I had never given any
lessons except in flying, and never had intended to do
*D, but that I would of course be glad to try. A couple
ol evenings spent in going over my arithmetic, algebra